CHAPTER VI
The Prison Camp in Anatolia
ONE day Jemal Bey brought me orders to get
ready to go to Afion-Kara-Hissar, a prisoners'
camp in Anatolia.   With him he brought a
policeman and he showed me to the door of the prison.
I think he was glad to see the last of me.   I was an
unknown quantity, and a potential source of trouble.   In
his cold-blooded steely-eyed way he saluted nie as if I was
a prince of the blood.   The sentry stood to attention and
in my dirty old clothes I strode away with my policeman.
We threaded our way down the steep crowded streets,
but my policeman gave me no chance to slip away.   We
had to wait for a boat on Galata Bridge while evening
turned to night.   The Golden Horn came down to us
in a curve.   It was packed with Arab-looking craft that
lie in here for the night and make a forest of masts.
Beyond them the Turkish destroyers stood out grim.
A motor-boat or two raced noisily to its moorings.   A
German submarine slid stealthily under the bridge on
the way out to sea.   On one side Galata and Pera were
grouped, gaunt and sordid towns, ill-civilized and ugly.
On the other was Stambul, picturesque and frankly
Eastern,  A mist crept up and clothed the city in
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